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"Mr. Reznor... Long time no see." 

Trent was on his way to the bar and stopped dead in his tracks. He knew that deep and calm voice, but how 
could it..? He turned around and even if he hadn't seen Nivek for a long while and if the Canadian had a pretty 
different look and hairdo than what he last remembered, Trent recognized him immediately. 

"Nivek? What are you doing here?" 

"| was in town and | heard you were doing a speech here about your movie soundtrack new venture. Through 
some magic connections of my manager, | got a pass to get in this very posh-looking cocktail party, where | 


obviously look completely out of place." 


Trent laughed and walked up to him to give him a tight hug. 


"Is so good to see you," Trent said. 

"Likewise." 

"You have a new look." 

"You must have missed a few of my last new looks. How long has it been since we last saw each other?" 
"Several years. Way too long.” 

Trent had a quick glance at his watch. It was almost 9 o'clock. 

"You're doing something later tonight?” Trent asked. 

"Nothing | cannot reschedule. You?" 

Trent gave a look around at the crowded room. The place was loud and it was too hot. He didn't like the glitzy 
side of Hollywood and these kinds of formal cocktail parties but he had to attend some of them given his 
current work and musical collaborations for the film industry. 

He looked at Nivek who was leaning against the nearby wall, his hands in the pockets of his faded black skinny 
jeans. He was wearing a simple grey t-shirt with a long-sleeved dark red shirt underneath it and he was 
clearly standing out in the sea of people who were all dressed to the nines, including himself. 

"My hotel is two blocks away. Wanna come over and catch up?" 

Nivek smiled. Whatever Trent meant by catching up, he was game. 


"Sounds good." 


Trent didn't notice the few frowning looks he got from some of the people who saw him talk and then leave 


with Nivek. 


A short walk later, the two men were in Trent's room. The balcony door was open to let some warm air inside 


the otherwise overly cold air-conditioned room. 
"| hate AC so much," Nivek said. 


Trent nodded at the comment. He too hated it but for the biggest part of the year, it was a necessary evil in 


Southern California. 


"I still can't believe we ran into each other tonight. So why are you in town?," Trent asked since on the way to 


his hotel, they had mainly talked about Trent's afternoon presentation and the latest of his film music project. 


"Visiting friends for the week-end. It's really a coincidence. | read about the movie convention while browsing 


through one of the local papers. They mentioned you'd be giving a speech so.. | took a chance." 

Trent went to the minibar and got two bottles of water. He handed one to Nivek before he started to remove 
his tie and undo the first two buttons of his white shirt. He also took off his black jacket and put it on the 
back of a chair. 

"Thanks." 

Nivek took a few sips and watched Trent get comfortable. 

| had never seen you in a suit, and | mean.. An expensive tailor-made one, | guess 

Nivek ran his fingers over the lapel of Trent's jacket to feel the fabric. Nivek wasn't sure what it was - wool 
or silk or a mix of both - but it felt super soft and super fancy. "You're 1992 young self would scream in 
horror," he joked. 

"Yeah, well.. Not everyone stays cool like you." 

"| certainly didn't mean that.” 

"Okay, | know. Sorry, | wasn't.. Expecting to meet with you." 

"Why? You'd have worn something else then?" 


"Shut up." 


Trent looked at Nivek and started laughing. Nivek joined in The awkward part was over. They were fine. It was 
just good old teasing. He just wasn't used to it anymore. 


"You could have called me," Trent said. "You still have my number?" 


"If it's the same than IO years ago, then yes, | probably do. Honestly | didn't think of that at that moment. | 


like it better when | manage the complicated way." 
"| seem to recall that, yes." 


Actually Nivek had thought about calling him but also about the fact that perhaps Trent would have found an 
excuse and given him a rain check because he wouldn't want to see him. That would have stung badly. Sneaking 
into the event party and casually running into Trent had been a more comfortable option if his old friend had 


not been too excited to see him. It was way easier to have an escape plan this way. And now they were in 


Trent's hotel room, teasing each other and catching up and Nivek was relieved to see his old friend was stil 


the same, even if he was wearing an expensive suit. 

The Canadian grabbed the remote and turned on the large tv screen that was mounted to the wall. He went to 
the main menu and looked straight for radio station channels. As he browsed through the selection of radios, 
he ended up on a local one where the presenter was talking the movie industry convention that was taking 
place that week in town and where Trent had just been speaking. The journalist was giving a summary of what 
had been going on at the event that day and had mentioned the panel session where Trent had been invited to 
speak about music in films. The journalist and presenter concluded their quick update by announcing that the 
next song to be played after the short commercial break would be by Nne hch Nails 

Trent shook his head. 

"Turn it off, please." 

"No, why?" 

"Because. How narcissistic does it look to listen to one's own songs?" 

Let's pretend you don't listen to it but | do. It's okay, then. And anyway, | know you're not narcissistic.” 

"Come on." 


"I wanna hear which one they picked” 


"They've picked The Perfect Drug You know it. They always do," Trent sighed. "Or maybe Closer if they feel a 
bit bold, but then it will beep all through the chorus." 


"Oh, yeah.. Always a good choice," Nivek teased, 
"Not funny.” 
"We'll turn it off if its one of those, | promise." 


Two minutes of commercials later, Trent was trying to snatch the remote from Nivek's hand when the music 


started. Surprisingly, though, the station had chosen to play something older and less known. 
When the first lyrics and bass notes of The Only Time started to play, Nivek grinned and looked at Trent. 
"Interesting. Very good choice, don't you think?" 


Trent had to admit that it was not one of their songs that had most air time. 


"Not bad," Trent conceded. 


“course, | always like to hear you say that you want to fuck like an animal.. But | guess I'll have to do without 
that for now," Nivek said as he walked closer to Trent. 


The Nine Inch Nails singer tried to ignore the comment and the way Nivek was looking at him but it was 
pointless. 


A moment later, Nivek stepped even closer and nuzzled his face in the crook of Trent's neck, singing along the 
first lines of the chorus of the song that was playing on the radio. 


Maybe Im all messed up 
Maybe Im all messed up 
Maybe Im all messed up in you 


Nivek was more whispering than actually singing but the effect of his warm breath and tempting mouth right 
against Trent's skin was electrifying. 


‘| like the scruff on your face. It's giving me dirty thoughts." 

Trent put his hand on Nivek's nape. He didn't push or squeeze it. He just rested it there, hesitating. 

"Dirty how?,” Trent asked. 

| want to feel it on the inside of my thighs and on my butt cheeks." 

‘Shit, Kev.. We can't be doing this anymore." 

Trent would use Nivek's real name only when they were serious, or in case he'd get sentimental, like when they 
were rolling under the sheets in their twenties and thirties. So even if Trent was apparently pushing away the 
idea.. He was not unaffected by it. 

"Why not?," Nivek asked while he nipped Trent's ear lobe. 

"cause... We're old and sober and." 


"And whatever. You still turn me on," Nivek said. "But maybe you don't find me good enough for you anymore?" 


Trent tried to resist but his body had already chosen to give in and certainly, what Nivek had just said was 
not the reason why he was trying to keep it PG-rated. 


"You're more than good enough, that's not the point," Trent huffed as he passed his hand in Nivek's hair. 


It was longer in the front and shorter at the back and a bit unusual but it suited him and it made him look 


younger. 
The Canadian singer smiled at the affectionate gesture and walked backwards towards the bed. 


"I've never picked up such a smart-looking man at a party; that alone deserves a happy ending. So unless you 


have someone else in your life, you know there is no good reason to say no." 


Trent only hesitated for a few seconds before joining him. Ten minutes later, they were naked and rolling on 
top of each other on the mattress. Nivek was slightly taller but Trent was more muscular and easily won the 


playful fight for dominance. 

"How long has it been since the last time we were together like this," Trent asked while hovering above Nivek. 
The other man shrugged. 

| don't know and | don't care. | want you now." 

Trent chuckled at the eagerness of his friend. He was three years older but he had always behaved like he 
was ten years younger and right this moment, with the dim light in the bedroom and the mischievous sparkle 
in his eyes, he looked no more than 30. 

Trent cupped the back of his head and kissed him, softly first and then more passionately. 

"What do you want?," Trent growled. 

"Suck me, eat me then fuck me." 

"Demanding," Trent commented. 


"You love it." 


Trent smirked at Nivek's reply because they both knew that, indeed, Trent had always loved it. He loved to 


manhandle him and make him his and Nivek loved to submit and give himself. 
"Okay, but I'm tying you to the bed," Trent replied. 

"Still kinky, huh?" 

"You love it," Trent retorted before getting up. 


They were no longer young men and there weren't multiple rounds of romping around but the long teasing and 


foreplays more than made up for the fact that they both came too fast for their own liking once Trent finally 


slid inside Nivek. 


The comfortable post orgasm silence of the bedroom was interrupted when Nivek moved his arms and made 


the handcuff metal chain jingle against the bars of the headboard. 


"| think you can free me now," he said to Trent who had rolled off to his side and was lazily lying next to him, 
eyes half closed. 


Trent chuckled. 

"Scared I'm going to fall asleep with you still tied up?" 

‘Its a possibility. Wouldn't be the first time." 

"We were both so drunk," Trent replied, knowing very well what Nivek was alluding to. "It only happened once." 
| wasn't drunk enough if | remember." 

Trent grabbed the key and opened the handcuffs. 

"You often travel with them?" 

"Only when | check in luggage, which is not that often" 

"So it was just my luck." 

Nivek sat up and rubbed his wrists. He admired the little red marks they left on him. He wouldn't admit that 
he pulled way too much on his restrains while Trent fucked him on purpose. It was nice to have a little 
souvenir, even if it would fade away in a couple of days. 

"You're a much better lover now," Nivek said as he lay back down and scooted closer. 


"Better? Not sure | have to take it as a compliment now or a criticism for way back then 


‘I'm sure | wasn't a good lay either. We were always too hyper and eager. And maybe doing it sober helps too. 


Plus you've picked up new moves." 


"| was always eager because you would tease me for hours on stage or at parties and drive me crazy. It was 


hard to take it slow once we were finally alone.” 


Nivek laughed at Trent's admission. It was all very true. He would do his best to get him as riled up as possible 


whenever they were going out to meet friends or partying backstage. 


"How come you're single?" 
Trent turned on his side to face him, his head propped on one hand. 


"The usual. Too much fame, too much travel, unhealthy people around that | don't want to trust.. And | love 


music too much." 

Nivek smiled, knowing all too well what Trent meant. 

"You?" 

"Me? | guess | can't blame fame," Nivek said. 

Okay, people would recognize him, but only sometimes, and mainly around his hometown 


"Not your kind of fame, at least," he continued. "There was someone up to last year. He had personal issues. 
We had too many ups-and-downs, more and more frequently. It became toxic and | didn't want to resent him. 
It broke my heart but | had to walk away. He needs to heal. | told him | would wait for him. He said | should 
not.” 

"How long were you with him?" 

"4 years." 

"Fuck. That's a long time." 

"Are you happy, Trent?" 

Trent stayed silent for a long moment. 

| try my best" 

"You always did” 


"One day, | will manage." 


Trent ran his fingers into Nivek's hair, combing it back a few times. He caressed his jaw and shoulder. Nivek 
closed his eyes and enjoyed Trent's touch. 


"Can | call you sometimes?" 


"You still have my number?," Nivek asked. 


"| think so. We'll do the phone number check tomorrow morning.” 

Nivek cocked an eyebrow. Was Trent asking him to spend the night? 
“Tomorrow morning?" 

Trent's hand snaked around his waist. 

"You're not going anywhere." 

"Oh? Cool. In that case.. How do you like your morning blow jobs nowadays?" 
Trent smirked. "Slow and sloppy." 

That made Nivek laugh. "Slow and sloppy, duly noted" 

Trent turned the lights off and lay on his back. 

"You still live in Vancouver?" 

"Yes, why?" 

"Just checking." 

He knew what Trent was thinking, and he knew it was not necessary to get that carried away. 
"Too cold for you. | know." 

"You would keep me warm, wouldn't you?" 


‘Sure, but you'd be away from the action and the industry.. And | think we are more the hooking up type than 
the traditional couple type." 


"You're more than a hook up, Kev. Always been" 


"I know. | don't say that negatively. You're married to music. | don't mind being your mistress when you want 


to get off with something more organic than a guitar, a computer and a console." 
"IIl have to explain all that to my equipment back at my home studio. Wouldn't want it becoming too jealous." 
"You do that. Then come over for a creative break" 


"| don't have too much lined up after next week." 


Nivek rolled on his back as well. It felt good to be joking with the man who had just tied him up and fucked him, 
and to think that there would hopefully be a next time soon 


"No rush. Take your time." 


"Goodnight, Kevin." 


